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To Get Inside OF You 


Gorilla Garden's Omni Room, Seattle, December 31, 1985 


If you want to get technical, | was homeless. | packed up my shit, a garbage bag full of clothes, two guitars, 
and a crappy amp, and hauled it all up to Seattle from Tacoma three weeks ago. | found a few odd jobs to 
make some cash and found a few couches to crash on, but | was that cliche. Broke and homeless and looking 
for a way to make my dreams come true. There were a lot of us just like that and there was some comfort 


in that. We were a pack of misfits, friends, helping each other out. 


That's how | ended up at this New Year's Eve party. A couple other guys were going and they offered to let 
me tag along. The music was good and the beer was cheap. Who knows? | might even find someone to make a 


wish with and share a kiss at midnight. | know | certainly had my eye on someore. 


There was this band called Green River. They were kind of the big fish in a small pond here in Seattle. They 
had something going on. The enigmatic singer in his high heeled boots and dress caught everybody's attention, 
but what | noticed was the dark-haired guitarist. His body language suggested that he was kind of nervous, but 
his pilot's hat, teased hair, and lined eyes suggested that he either took this schtick thing too seriously, which 


would have disappointed me, or he didn't take it seriously at all. | leaned against the far wall, nursing a beer and 


keeping my eyes glued to him. | liked the way he handled his guitar, liked watching his hand slide along the neck, 
fingers picking out each chord. When | raised my glance to his face, our eyes met and | smiled. He quickly 
lowered his head, but | swear | saw his lips curl underneath the brim of his hat. 


After their set, | stayed put against the wall and lit a cigarette. | watched the guitar player pack his gear and 
leave the stage. | tracked him from the stage to the bar and watched him give an irritated look to two girls 
that were a little overly excited He glanced in my direction and | grinned as | took a drag on my smoke. The 
bass player with the bushy blonde hair approached him and said something to him, pointing backstage. That's 
when | lost the kid. He and the bass player hurried backstage 


Some time later, during the U-Men's set, | had the oddest sensation of being watched as | stood at the bar, 
patiently waiting for another beer. Some big guy in a leather vest got his beer and walked away and that's 
when | saw him. The Green River guitarist stood at the end of the bar, giving me a smile. The bartender set a 
fresh bottle in front of me. | picked it up and started for the little hottie when he picked up his own drink and 
stepped into the crowd, disappearing in the sea of swaying, gyrating bodies. Was he toying with me? 


| was waiting at the bar again, about to light another cigarette, when | looked up, across the bar, and saw him 
standing with a couple other guys, talking and laughing. | stared at him until he turned and grinned. | raised my 
hand, still holding my lighter, and returned his grin, tilting my head toward the end of the bar, silently asking 
him to meet me there. | watched him glance in that direction, take a drink from the bottle he was holding, and 
then go back to laughing at something one of the others said. He was definitely toying with me. 


Midnight was quickly approaching and | wanted to corner this kid and give him a New Year's Eve kiss he'd 
never forget. | attempted to sneak up on him from behind, but the bass player gave me a strange look and 
when the guitarist turned and saw me, he grinned and turned back to the bass player. 

"Hey, | still have that joint | rolled earlier. Lets go out back and light it up." 

| leaned my folded arms on the bar and turned to watch them walk away. The guitarist shot me another grin 
over his shoulder as he followed the other guy. | let them get a few steps away from me and then | followed. 
They went through a door beside the stage and as soon as | passed through it, too, | grabbed his arm and 
pulled him back, pinning him against the wall. The blonde bassist continued down the hall while the little hottie 
looked at me with wide eyes and something of a smirk playing on his lips. 

‘It seems so obvious, there's something up with us." 

"You think so?" His smirk widened. 

"| swear | feel it from across the room." 


He rolled his gorgeous eyes. "Nice line." 


"lm Jerry.” 


"That's nice." He started to slide against the wall, trying to free himself from my hold. 

"Wait! Just .just ask and | will do anything you want me to." 

"Oh, really?!" Now, he gave an amused chuckle. 

"There is no limit to how far | will go." His eyes were wide and the part of me that wasn't drunk was beginning 
to think | was scaring him. The part of me that was drunk (and horny), however, blurted out, "What do | have 


To do to get inside of you?" 


The smile on his face was a mile wide and | was mesmerized, allowing him to wriggle free and start down the 


hall. 

"What's your name?" 

The bassist appeared in the doorway at the end of the hall looking annoyed. “Stone, while we're young?" 
"Stone?" | repeated with a grin 

He shrugged. 

"For now, I'll play the game and I'm waiting for your move but | have to say that | never lose." 

| watched him falter a bit and he gave me another of those teasing grins over his shoulder. 

Almost out of time and definitely out of money, | was starting to give up on the guitarist that called himself 
Stone. The clock behind the bar read Il:59 and the crowd was positively buzzing with excitement. With a 
dejected sigh, | started for the door to figure out what to do for the rest of the night when | felt that 
sensation of being watched again. | turned and saw Stone across the bar again He grinned and tilted his head. 
As | hurried to push my way through the crowd, they started to count down 

"Ten!" 

"Nine!" 

"Eight!" 


"Seven!" 


| rounded the corner of the bar and took Stone by his upper arms, turning him toward me. "I thought you 
left!" 


"Six!" 

"Well, | didn't" 

"You were playing with me all night" 

"Five!" 

"| was not!" But his grin gave him away. 

"Cour" 

"What do | have to do?" 

"Threel" 

"You could start with kissing me." 

"Two!" 

My hands moved over his shoulders and neck to gently take his face and tilt his head back. 

"One! Happy New Year!" 

He gasped and reached a hand up to hold onto his hat. 

"Happy New Year, Stone," | whispered just before my lips met his in a long, slow kiss. His skin under my 
fingertips turned warm to the touch and his lips were soft and smooth. | could taste the beer and pot on his 
tongue and it made my head swim. 


"Happy New Year, Jerry," He whispered in return between soft breaths when | released him. "We should get 


out of here." 


We made love on a couch in his parents’ attic that night. To this day, it was the best New Year's Eve | ever 
had. And, to this day, if you ask Stone about it, he will claim that he wasn't playing hard to get at all, he was 


clueless to my advances. 


But | know the truth. 


